honor a prenatal influence, being closely
bound up with strong family consciousness.
" In losing the solidarity of families," says
Balzac, " society has lost the fundamental
force which Montesquieu named Honor."
Indeed, the sense of shame seems to me to
be the earliest indication of the moral
consciousness of our race. The first and
worst punishment which befell humanity in
consequence of tasting " the fruit of that
forbidden tree" was, to my mind, not the
sorrow of childbirth, nor the thorns and
thistles, but the awakening of the sense of
shame. Few incidents in history excel in
pathos the scene of the first mother plying
with heaving breast and tremulous fingers,
her crude needle on the few fig leaves which
her dejected husband plucked for her. This
first fruit of disobedience clfngs to us with
a tenacity that nothing else does. All the
sartorial ingenuity of mankind has not yet
succeeded in sewing an apron that will
efficaciously hide our sense of shame. That
samurai was right who refused to compromise
his character by a slight humiliation in his
youth; "because," he said, " dishonor is
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